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peninsula was left behind, and curved from the
Palestine coast in a great loop north of Jerusalem
across Jordan to the hills of Moab. Gazing over the
deserts, he would have marked the flicker which
told of mortal war passing beyond the ancient
valleys of Euphrates and Tigris, up into the wild
Persian ranges. And scattered flickers to the north
would have led him to the Caspian shores, and
beyond them to the table-land running to the
Hindu Kush, which was the cradle of all the warring
races. Passing north, his eyes would have seen the
lights of the Allies from the Pacific coast westward
to the Urals and the Volga, and little clusters far
away on the shores of the Arctic sea.

The vision of such a celestial spectator, had it
been unlimited by time as well as by space, would
have embraced still stranger sights. It would have
noted the Allied line in the West, stagnant for
months, then creeping on imperceptibly as a glacier,
then wavering in sections like a curtain in the wind,
and at last moving steadily upon Germany. It would
have beheld the old Eastern Front, from the Baltic
to the Danube, pressing westward, checking arid
falling back ; breaking in parts, gathering strength,
and again advancing ; and at last dying like a linger-
ing sunset into darkness. -Behind would have ap-
peared a murderous glow, which was the flame of
revolution. Turning to Africa, it would have noted
the slow movement of little armies in West and
East and South ; handf uls of men creeping in wide
circles among the Cameroons jungles till the land
was theirs; converging lines of mounted troopers
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